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nothing more or less than a ramp to provide a couple of months'
employment for brothers and cousins and in-laws.

Eventually a porter named Maidar Singh was chosen. For
a few extra annas he was prepared to do his share of carrying,
as well as our own domestic work. He was a big, rough fellow
whose shirt protruded from beneath a tight-fitting blue waist-
coat even on the hottest of days and who professed, with what
turned out to be false modesty, to know very little about
cooking. Actually, I think, he was nearly first-class, and we
soon learned our place and abandoned any amateurish attempts
at interference with his art. He managed to gather three help-,
mates for the kitchen, including one of suitably low caste to
do the washing up, Which he himself could not touch. But as
they all carried ordinary loads and were counted the same as
other porters, he was welcome to them.

Maidar Singh was a child in his habit of fishing for praises:
" That was a very nice curried chicken you gave us this even-
ing; I hope we shall have it often." " Ah ! Ah ! " he purred,
drinking in our words. A few minutes later there would be a
scratching at my tent-flap. " What is it, Maidar Singh ? "
"Did the Sahib like the curried chicken? Was it good?5*
"But certainly, Maidar Singh, I told you so. You must do
some again to-morrow." " Ah ! Ah ! " A quarter of an hour
would pass and the identical ceremony had to be gone through
again. "Ah! Ah!"

One other controversy led to prolonged heart-searchings. It
is a convenience when trekking to carry personal belongings in
one's own rucksack and to be independent of servants. It had
been hinted, however, by some of the initiated that this
practice would at once lower our prestige. We were by no
means above taking hints; quite the reverse, for in our hearts
we did feel some diffidence in setting out to control sixty or
seyenty men in this unfamiliar land. The climax came when
it was realized that if we carried packs the head-porter must
do likewise; naturally he could not be seen walking unburdened
behind his loaded masters. Jai Datt was much dashed when
his nice new rucksack was handed to him, for he was a man of
rather feeble character, morbidly sensitive about losing face.
His redeeming feature was that he never tried to abuse or bully
his subordinates. There had been some difficulty in securing
anyone better for the job, as the man engaged for us before we